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pouring. She said : "If you want to keep me quiet give me
a cigar,1' So I gave her one. Later, she went out into the
Square smoking it. Her energy seems quite unimpaired. She
now wants to produce and play in " Flora ". She arrived with
a great scheme all complete. She read the play about a year
ago or more, and saw nothing in it. Now she reads it again and
sees everything in it. I discussed a few things with her and
left the rest to Pinkers.

I finished "Monte Crist o " at 11.30. On the whole this is a
wonderful book. The end is too hurried, especially considering
the immense leisureliness of all that precedes it. Many
explanations are lacking.

Thursday , December i$th.

Cecil Roberts came for tea, simply for gossip and to talk about
himself, and had the damned cheek to stay for 95 minutes.

Grand dinner and presentation of portrait (by Clive Gardiner)
to Dr. T, E. Page. 30 people. The dinner was offered to the
company by Tudor Walters, who was in the chair. Old Sir
Walter Runciman sang two or three sea-chanties. Over 80.
Also the French chef was called in, and complimented, and
asked to sing a verse of the Marseillaise ; which he did.

Wednesday, December
Nothing doing this morning with my short story. So that
before breakfast I had already come to the decision that I would
leave it for to-day, and write my next week's Evening Standard
article instead. Which I did. Then at 3.30 Saville, together
with a scenario writer, came to discuss a scenario for " The
Pretty Lady ". I made it absolutely clear that Christine must
remain absolutely a prostitute.

Tuesday, December
Bad night. Enfeebled. Forty minutes' talk with Dorothy about
the fortunes of " Mr. Prohack ". Then I walked in snowy
Battersea Park. At 12.15 I sat down to .draft a letter to authors
urging them to subscribe to the National Book Council. It is
suggested that this appeal should be signed by Hardy, Shaw,
Wells, me and two or three others. I shall send it to-morrow
to Willie Maxwell for his consideration.
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